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THE TBIUMPH OF GOSPEL TBUTH 



HINDU ASCETIC SUPERSTITION. 



A CEBISTIAN HISSIONABT. 



*' Housed bj affliction's chastening might 
To energies more calmlj bright, 
Like the wild b&rp of airy sigh, 
^oke by the storm to harmony, 
[She far] in mountain holds hath sought 
A refuge for uncouquer'd thought, 
A chartered home, -where freedom's child. 
Might rear her altars in the wild. 
And fix her quenchless torch on high, 
A beacon for eternity." 

Mas. HxMAMs 



LONDON: 
JOHN SNOW, 35, PATERNOSTER ROW, 

1867. 
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TO 

PETER CArwSTAIES, ESQ., 

MADRAS. 



Mt DeAB Mb. CABSTAIRSy 

That you have been a zealous and valued friend 
to our community for many years, is thankfully ac- 
knowledged by multitudes in each of the three Pre- 
sidencies of Bengal, Madras, and Bombay. The 
Madras WOcfVii and Orphani Fund will be a lasting 
monument of your active benevolence and your en- 
terprising and successful public spirit. 

Permit me, as a friend, to add to the general tri- 
bute of respect and esteem for your virtues, private 
and public, by allowing the dedication to you of this 
Poem— a humble offering in the service of God. 
. Your Missionary spirit is as well known as is your 
public spirit : and your piety, I flatter myself, will 
approve of my humble endeavours to awaken sym- 
pathy for the perishing heathen, by exposing their 
superstitions in a legend which indicates the triumph 
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IV DEDICATION. 

of divine truth over such religious error as is still found 
influencing the Hindu mind, and '* bringing it into 
captivity to the law of sin," even in the purest forms 
of their pietism. 

Wishing you, my dear Mr. Carstairs, a safe and a 
prosperous voyage to England, and with sincere prayers 
for your happiness, 

I remain, 

Your obliged and faithful Friend, 

WILLIAM HICKEY. 
Missionary, S.P.G.F.P. 

Bethel, Dindigul, 
1th February^ 1855. 
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PREFACE. 



Few have trodden the classic scenes of India 
to collect the flowers of poesy growing there in 
lich luxuriance and variety, but which have failed 
to attract the genius of Europe. 

India is indeed full of interesting and heart- 
stirring legends, and its grand, its variegated 
scenery accords well with the sublimest and the 
tenderest sentiments of the poet. Would that 
there were many more conversant with its hidden 
treasures of literature, and who could give the 
world the means of appreciating the sublime, the 
thrilling poetry of the East ! 

A dim mist of religions pretension overcasts 
this snnny region, as if the cloud of superstition 
were needful to obscure the moral atmosphere, 
or that sensible objects should be invested with 
greater attractiveness by refraction, and spiritual 
things derive importance from imposing mytho- 
logy. Hindu mythology consecrates every hill 
and dale, every fountain and river, every wood 
and plain. There are gods many and goddesses 
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many; the whole lengpth and breadth of the 
peninsula is hallowed and enchanted ground, 
and the people have their minds stored up with 
legends of their tutelary divinities, which in- 
fluence them both at home and abroad. 

But the most startling form of their religious 
eyOovauurfioq is found in the retired contempla- 
tion of recluses » The rigid, self-denying vow of the 
Yogi is intense and all-exclfiding. It places him 
above the requisitions of society, it severs his 
connection with a common humanity, and it ren- 
ders him indifferent to cold and heat, to hunger 
and nakedness. 

The following passages from a prize essay, of 
the Rev. Jos. Mullens, of Calcutta, will afford 
needful information to some of the readers of 
this poem : — 

" The Yogi must consider everything unreal 
except Brahma. The casting away of all desires 
must necessarily precede the knowledge of the 
supreme soul. He must exclude from his mind 
every object which does not refer to Brahma. 

He must endure cold and heat without 

knowing a difference between them 

Gold, iron, and stones are the same to him. 

He plants his seat upon a spot that is 

undefiled There he should sit with his 

mind fixed on one object alone in the exercise of 
his devotion for the purification of his soul. . . . 
He is compared to a lamp standing in a place 
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without wind, which waveth not Wis- 
dom inculcates exemption from attachment and 
affection for children, wife and home, and a dis- 
like to the society of men The moment 

the soul knows Brahma, it overcomes death and 
sins, and, freed from all earthly lores and desires, 

turns itself to its own nature Upon 

the death of the body, the soul of him who has 
obtained the knowledgpe of Brahma proceeds 
immediately to a reunion with the supreme, in 

whom it is entirely absorbed The name 

and form equally cease.'' — {Vide Mr. MuUerCs 
AuthoiHties,) 

Such is the highest and most subtile form 
of fanaticism in India. Its insinuating influence 
extends even to the tender sex, some of whom are 
driven into it by persecution of a peculiar charac- 
ter. Chastity, like the hedgehog, thus protects 
herself by a sort of intense concentration of the 
noblest powers of mind, which present only hostile 
points to the bold hand that would molest her. 

The Yogi's life is abstraction, and his death 
(as he fain hopes) will be absorption into the divine 
essence. This species of self-renunciation has 
something in it which, to the ignorant, is very 
imposing and awful. But, alas, it is the delusion 
of religious phrensy, which, when it is most 
intense and most repulsive to earthly solicita- 
tions, is most unlike the truth of God, and— 
** Wears a shadow cast ftrom hell." 
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VUl PKEFACE. 

Nevertheless, there is poetry in this kind of 
high- wrought fanaticism, and the imaginative 
pen may be tempted to " turn it to shape," and 
give to it " a local habitation and a name." 

As every work has a design, our attempt is to 
exalt Christianity, by placing it in juxtaposition 
with the most plausible and the most abstract 
form of Hindu superstition, and we conceive this 
may be effected best by exhibiting the spirit of 
Yogiism in the person of a youthM female. 
Woman's passions, though soft and attractive, 
are at the same time ardent and resolute. Her 
firmness is equal to her patience, and her forti- 
tude is the guard and support of her virtues. 
Indeed woman, constitutionally, is more fervent 
than man, and her enthusiasm, as an ascetic, will 
be more urgent and aspiring, when her soul is 
given up to the high and abstract contemplation 
which leads to absorption in the supreme soul of 
the universe. 

We can testify to the fact of having seen a 
female Yogi, as we have described her in the 
first canto, and therefore we feel no hesitation in 
exposing the 7no8t attractive form of superstition, 
with becoming regard to conventional ideas of 
decorum. The religious Hindu entertains no 
sentiments like ours when he discards his earthly 
connections, and, in a state of nudity, dedicates 
his life to his god. This is the highest and most 
approved species of Vedanti pietism. We should 
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PSEFACE. 13; 

represent an ascetic thoroughly if we would con- 
trast Hinduism with Christianity. The Hindu 
will believe that we have done his religion a 
crying injustice if we withhold that description 
of his self-devotedness and self-denial, even to 
utter nakedness, in which he glories, as some- 
thing to which the pretension of Christians will 
never be equal. With respect to a female 
Sunyasi, her condition awakens sympathy, and 
we grow interested, to see how she sustains the 
trial of her patience, her purity, and her forti- 
tude. 

The plot, and the incidents of the poem, 
belong to a remote date. Many changes have 
taken place in Pulney, and its adjacent localities, 
since fair Lutchmi's time. The visits of the early 
German Missionaries there are recorded. " Their 
joumeyings often," we believe, were not without 
evangelical results. Into their labours we have 
entered, and our successes but remind us of that 
consolatory and encouraging portion of Holy 
Writ, in regard both to the past and the present, 
" Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shalt 
find it after many days." 

The English public, to whom Christian Mis- 
sions are indebted for their noble liberality and 
goodwill, are perhaps little acquainted with the 
creeds and the customs of the Eastern people, in 
whose spiritual welfare they are interested. To 
such a public especially, this poem is now 
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modestly and respectfully offered for perusal; 
and it is offered the more confidently as the 
author indulges the hope that his humble produc- 
tion will not be -wanting in reviving and 
strengthening their sympathy in behalf of 
benighted India. 

In " Thb Virgin Widow," they will see a 
a picture of Yogiism, and will dwell with plea- 
sure on the closing scene, and their prayerful 
wbh will not, it is hoped, be unattended by their 
liberality, for the prosperity of Christian Mis- 
sions. 

W. H. 
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NOTE BY THE PUBLISHEE. 



The manuscript of this Poem has been forwarded 
from India, and passes through the press without 
the revision of the Author. It will enhance the 
interest of the reader, to be informed that the 
writer has not enjoyed the advantages of a Euro- 
pean education ; but after many efforts for self- 
culture, that he might be qualified for the work, 
Mr. H. surrendered his prospects in secular life 
that he might labour for the evangelization of the 
people among whom he was bom; and now de- 
votes himself, amidst much privation, to the 
ministrations of Divine Truth, in a secluded 
station, in Southern India, of the Society for the 
Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts. 
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*Tet was there light around her brow, 

A holineas in those dark eyes. 
Which ahoVd, tho' wandering earthward now, 

Her spirit's home was in the skies. 
Yes, for a spirit pure as hets 
Is always pure, e'en while it errs ; 
As sunshine, broken in the rill, 
Tho' turn'd astray is sunsbiiie still." 

Lalia Bookh. 



Know ye the land where the sun's brightest 

glory 
Falls o'er the pages of woman's sad story. 
Where beauty a slave to vile custom is made, 
And worn, like her jessamine,* only to fade ? 
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2 THB VIRGIN WIDOW. 

Know ye the land where the chaste glowing fire 
Of passion is kindled in grief to expire, 
Where the wail of the widow is that of the bride. 
As pure as the lotus in her virgin pride? 
Know ye the land where, like a flower o'er a 

tomb. 
Love blossoms, alas ! to be nipt in its bloom, 
Where the heart of fond woman is coldly 

slighted. 
And nmrriage vows are but happiness blighted ? 
'Tis the land of the son, where moral light fails, 
'Tis the land where the creed of the Brahmin 

prevails. 
Oh, that they knew of the power that could save ! 
Fair woman would not then be custom's sad 

slave. 

II. 

Bright mom now quits her ocean bed, 
And o'er the horizon softly spread 
Her crimson blushes, as the eye 
Of her great lord lights up the sky. 
The Pulneys, cloth'd with mists, arise 
And mingle in the golden dyes 
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THE VIRGIN WIDOW. 3 

That paint the heavens ; while on the earth 
Ten thousand flowers reveal their birth, 
Which vie in varying hue and bloom, 
And fill the air with sweet perfume. 
The lark her earliest hymn is singing, 
And birds of plumage gay are winging 
Their way to many a sombre wood 
Within the mountain solitude ; 
Where day contests his reign with night. 
And lends her shades a mystic light 
Of rainbow tints, that raise a spell 
From vapours that o'erhang the dell. 
A cascade murmurs o*er the sides 
Of verdant hills, and falling glides 
Beneath their feet ; then winds along 
Within the valley with its song 
Perennial, of that ancient fountain, 
From whence it springs in yonder mountain ; 
And onward, onward, onward still. 
It rolls on changeless in its will. 
And mingling with confluent waters, 
Loses itself 'mong Vyga's* daughters. 
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HI. 

The Bun sheds glory o'er that dale. 
And &om night's brow removes the veil. 
A cita' groYe extends its shade, 
In contrast with the sunny glade 
That opens on the limpid stream, 
Now glistening in the morning beam. 
Within that sylvan calm recess, 
A form innr'd to loneliness 
Beclines — a virgin devotee — 
Whose life, whate'er the past may be. 
Henceforth proclaims the Yogi's vow : 
A stem recluse that maid is now. 
A leopard's skin is spread for seat ;* 
Her glossy hair falls o'er her feet 
In clustering ringlets ; 'tis the vest 
£ind nature lends her. No unrest 
In such a lonely place she fears ; 
And woman's blush, and woman's tears, 
Become not one who, free from earth. 
Gives token of her second birth. 
Her beauty, health, and youth are given 
To seK-denijd and to heaven. 
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Her body, smear'd with ashes o'er, 

Betokens that this world no more 

Hath her regard. She chose this spot. 

Where human cares might be forgot. 

Dead to the world by her high vow, 

It cannot influence her now ; 

Its tempting scenes do not beguile, 

Its flatteries win not her sndle. 

Its terrors cause no sudden start, 

Its joys thrill not her widow'd heart ; 

Indifferent to its calm or strife, 

They form no element in her life. 

She recks not henceforth love or hate — 

Alone she treads the path of fate, 

Forgetting, and forgotten here. 

And passionless, without a tear, 

A lone yet pure recluse she is, 

Amid a thousand vanities. 

Whose bland seductive arts in vain 

Tempt her integrity again. 

Or dim the flame of the vestal fire, 

That lights her breast like a funeral pyre. 

All '* naked from the womb " we came. 

And " naked shall return ;'* then shame 
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6 THE VIKGIN WIDOW. 

Should not sufiiiBe a cheek whose bloom 

Partakes the semblance of the tomb. 

''All flesh is grass"— *tis "dust."— "We blend 

These bodies at our being's end. 

With the green turf on which we tread : 

* Twill claim us when we lay our head 

Upon the lap of death, and be 

Forgotten from earth's memory. 

Why, then, should she regard the crowd — 

The vain, the covetous, the proud ? 

Art is the basis of their joys ; 

Nature disowns their gilded toys. 

Not Fancy, but Religion gives 

The food of heaven by which man lives. 

The springs of pleasure yield distress — 

In all things there is bitterness. 

Hence, sundered from all earthly ties 

And earth-bom wishes, she would rise 

Superior to the pain and strife, 

The loves and pleasures of this life. 

All, all she yields up now to be 

A self-renouncing devotee ! 

Like as the serpent sheds its skin, 

Her second birth casts off the sin 
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Wliich taints each element below, 
And makes them souroes of dark woe. 
Her senses, by abstraction drawn 
Jrom scenes which tell her of one gonSy 
Her thoughts outsoar the bounds of 

time- 
She breathes as in another clime. 
Away, away, polluted earth ! 
Wisdom hath wroi^ht her second birth. 
Here, where no prying steps intrude, 
Within this holy solitude, 
Her soul in Brahm absorbed, shall be 
Lost in divine immensity ! 



IV. 

Such was the maid, in whom the power 

Of struggling virtue, in an hour 

Of deep bereavement and lament. 

Made her with dignity resent 

Dishonourable love. She fled her home, 

Afar, a Sunyasi to roam. 

Religion overruled her sadness. 

When the base tempter wrought to madness 
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8 THE TrRGIN WIDOW. 

Her lowly spirit. Then was snapt 

Life's magic chain — ^her peace had fled ; 

And fear and sorrow darkly wrapt 

Her timid mind — she droop'd her head — 

And silent grief betrayed the token 

That her young, widow'd heart was broken. 

V. 

Alas, that beauty, blithe and young, 

Should thus be early nipt, and flung, 

T3nwept, o'er this cold world of ours ! 

I stood upon a bank of flowers. 

And saw one flow'r beside the rest 

A humming-bee with light wings prest. 

That bee was crushed by the rude hand 

That strew'd the petals in the sand, 

Of that bright blossom whose sweet breath. 

Allured the bee to meet his death. 

So Lutchmt. — Ay, all deem'd it strange 

That such a buoyant girl should change 

Her joyous life, for one whose mood 

Courts the bleak, cheerless solitude : 

This — while life's ills are but begun — 

E'en sterner minds might fear or shun. 
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Alas ! that ere the bloom is Bpread 
Upon her beauteous cheek, is fled 
The sunshiue of the heart, whose light 
Mellows life's landscape to the sight, 
And lends to dreams, in youth's brief hour, 
Their brightness, and their spell and power. 
Bapt up in self, with sacred thought, 
Her mind she has withdrawn from aught 
That shall recall the present scene, 
And make her feel what she hath been. 
' Tis Brahm, whose power is everywhere, 
All circling, like the ambient air — 
' Tis he absorbs her pious soul. 
Hence, soaring far above control. 
Her thoughts sublime reck not her frame ; 
But, as on wings of urging flame. 
She rises, purified by fire. 
That burns out every low desire. 

VI. 

Whatever mind or matter be. 
Philosophers in this agree — 
That, in the humble hearts, there dwells 
The spirit's energy, which quells 

Digitized by Google 



10 THE VIKGIN WIDOW. 

Our fallen nature's appetite, 

And giyes to Eeason its own right. 

For mind rules matter ; its proud sway 

The fleshly senses must obey ; 

When zeal evinces fortitude, 

And Virtue seeks ascetic good. 

That lowly, tender, lovely form 

Becks not the sunshine nor the storm : 

In burning heat, and chilling dew, 

When thunders roar, and winds pursue, 

She asks no covering for her frame — 

Her piety excludes all shame : 

She dares the sultry Indian skies. 

And breasts the tempests when they rise. 

VII. 

Mysterious compound is frail man : 
The life — ^that measures out his span ; 
The spirit — ^that sustains that life ; 
The body — that with senses rife 
Unites the two ; these three are made 
A wondrous thing of light and shade — 
Joy's dwelling, when the heart is light; 
And sorrow's when 'tis wrapt in night. 
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Thus threefold principles combine 
In the proud human form divine : 
The body is the grosser part ; 
The Boul — ^its essence doth impart 
A vital energy that lives 
In every atom, and thus gives 
The senses to the sentient man ; 
But incomplete is yet the plan 
Of our strange being, till the Bpirit 
(Whence personality we inherit) 
In mystic union shall preside, 
And move, and reason, rule, and guide 
The whole man in the complex strife, 
Of all that makes up human life. 
The spirit's power is thought ; — ^it acts 
Without the body, and exacts 
Enduring sufferance to its sway — 
The senses then its will obey. 
But, when its holy ardoiu* draws 
The mind in deep abstraction — ^laws, 
Too common to our nature, show 
They can awhile their claims forego. 
Intensely when such thoughts pervade. 
The neutral senses seem to fade ; 
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12 THE VIRGIN WIDOW. 

Till distanced by the growing light 
Of abstract visions, heavenly bright, 
Whether in the body or away, 
Th' unconscious spirit cannot say — 
It feels as if from matter riven. 
And breathes its life anew in heaven. 

vni. 

And can it be that mind, which sways 

The body thus, should in the maze 

Of error find its power stUl great 

To quell the senses, or elate ? 

Who doubts it ? Moral fortitude 

Grows from self-sacrifice. Why should 

We wonder that there oft may be 

In wayward minds integrity ? 

** Knowledge is power," we freely own. 

Yet, Ignorance usurps the throne, 

When Superstition rules the hour. 

And lends Fanaticism its power. 

Such power was her's, her soul it sway'd- 

Fair hermit of that sylvan shade. 
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'* I should haye fotiod in some part of my soul 
A drop of patience; but (alas!) to make me 
A fixed figure for the hand of scorn 
To point his slow unmoying finger at>— < 
0! 01 
Tet could I bear that, too, well, yery well." 

Shakspea&e. 



When the heart trusts to feelings of its own, 
And woman takes from piety her tone ; 
"When self-denying meekness deems no ills, 
Could haunt the solitude which passion chills; 
"When the rapt soul, drawn out to God on high. 
Fears no rude footsteps, dreads no tempter nigh; 
When nature, awe struck by the stilly hour, 
Offers her incense from each dewsprent flower. 
And lends to eve that nameless charm, which 

flings 
A hallowed lustre o'er the heart, and brings 
The memories of the past to blend with thought, 
Which dwells with pleasing sadness o'er each 

spot 
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That marks our pilgrimage, and fills tlie eye 

"With tears that drop o'er happier scenes gone 
by- 

At such a time, who would have deem'd dis- 
tress 

Would harass Lutchmi in her loneliness ? 

n. 

A rustling sound is in the brake ! 

What ventures here, that thus could wake 

Alarm within a mind whose stay 

Is high religion ? Wild beasts prey 

Not on the living form that gives 

Its all to heaven, and only lives 

To fill life's checkered span so brief, 

Till death shall grant the last relief, 

Which wipes all tears, which ends all strife, 

And kindles up a deathless life. 

No wild beast need the virgin fear — 

Cdman has come to seek her here. 

A sudden dread o'erpowers the maid. 

Why has he come ? Would he upbraid 

A timid woman for her flight, 

Who deem'd that, once far out of sight. 

Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE VIEOIN WIDOW. 15 

Her virtue, with religion twin'd, 

Would yield her that pure peace of mind, 

Which things terrene should ne'er invade ? 

Now gloomy thoughts her heart o*ershade : 

Her solemn vow must seal her lips ; 

Her soul is in a dark eclipse; 

Earth claims her still, despite her vow ! 

This our infirmitieB allow. 

Her self-renouncing will is strong. 

But virtue dreads the power of wrong. 

Her tempter finds her here, alone ; 

Abashed, he hesitates to own 

His purpose ; yet his passions bum ; 

O'erawed he stands, while virtue stem 

Assumes a majesty of mien. 

And gives a terror to the scene. 

in. 

*' Beloved Lutehmi! why from home, 
Asa stem Togi, dost thou roam ? 
Thy father's latest wish, when death 
Had yet prolonged his ebbing breath, 
Was, that a husband I should prove. 
When thou shalt need a husband's love. 
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The &tes forbade that I should be 
Thy htiBband ; yet, my love for thee 
Is not less warm than his who died, 
And left thee a young widow*d bride. 
Supplanted in my choice by one 
I ne'er esteem'd, I did not shun 
His cold acquaintance for thy sake. 
I felt as if my heart would break, 
When nuptial rites proclaimed thee his ; 
And, 'mid the glad solemnities, 
I saw thee placed, in thy virgin pride, 
Kigh Swmderam as his wedded bride. 
That sight was hatefdl— envy keen 
Embittered all that joyous scene. 
And vengeful anger, join'd with hate, 
Oompass'd thy bridegroom's early fate. 
This hand the poison'd food prepar'd ; 
By words obsequious he was snar'd ; 
That was his last — ^his wedding meal 
He ate thy widowhood to seal. 
How strange, that love so warm as mine. 
With envy should revenge combine ! 
But none shall touch thee, virgin, till 
My passion shall o'errule thy will." 
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IV. 

Her troubled spirit could not brook 
Such insult. With indignant look. 
And tremor in her voice, she spoke, 
And thus her vow of silence broke : 
"Avaunt! thou cursed man ! whose tongue 
Could glory in such baseness. Long 
I bore thy persecution ; now. 
Abjure thee with a vestal's vow. 
With blood upon thy treacherous soul, 
Wouldst thou overpower my self-control. 
And, with confession of thy crime 
(Eemorse shall sting thee through all time !) 
Canst thou, vile tempter, win my love ? 
Who mates the vulture with the dove?" 



** Proud girl ! give up that taunting strain ; 
Alone — thy cries were all in vain. 
Our caste depresses widow's pride, 
I cannot wed thee as my bride ; 
Yet I can love, and mine shall prove 
Much sweeter than a husband's love ; 
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For passion nourishes a flame 
Much warmer than that takes the name 
Of wedlock, when the heart is cold. 
Soonderam is dead ; and he was old, 
Compared with me. Yes, love is youDg, 
And from warm youthful blood is sprung. 
Thou wert thy father's gift to me ; 

And if from Soonderam I seiz'd 
My lovely prey, and made thee free, 

I deem'd in time thou wouldst be pleased 
To own me for thy lover true. 
What I have done will others do, 
When passion's phrenzy is the cause- 
Passion, like mine, will heed no laws ! 
Our caste — though pure and chaste thy Kfe— 
Forbids my taking thee as wife. 
Yet, trust me, ZiUchmi, my caress 
Will prove our mutual happiness. 
I wrong'd thee once, end oaus'd thy flight; 
But did'st thou think, far out of sight. 
Thy absence would my passion tame ? 
It only nurs'd the raging flame. 
I sought thee long. Much time was spent 
Ere I could learn thy track. Intent 
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On finding thee, I heard some tell 

Of wonders in this sylvan dell ; 

That the great Lutchmi^ here they saw ; 

They talked of her with pious awe, 

With every charm they grae'd heaven's queen; 

Her sullen dignity of mien 

They deem'd portended ills to come, 

And priestly prayers but made her dumb.' 

I sought this deity with fear, 

How great my joy to find thee here ! 

Can my fair goddess now deny, 

Her love to one whose heart is hers ? 
One glance from her bewitching eye 

Is all she gives her worshippers. 
And I would worship, nay, adore, 
The form that pleases me far more 
Than e'en the charms of Rama's queen. ^ 

Sweet Lutchmi! let a smile be seen 
Illumining thy god Hke brow, 
"While I pour forth my ardent vow. 
Earth has no idol for my soul — 
I yield up all to thy control ; 
And if» as pilgrims, we must rove, 
Drftwn by the divinity of love. 
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I here renounce the world for thee, 
If thou wilt yield thy heart to me.' 



" A.nd dost thou deem me such an one 
As would the viper's fangs not shun, 
When near he would his venom dart. 
Or coil around my bleeding heart ? 
Avaunt ! thou murderer ! hold thy breath — 
Thy words are like the pains of death. 
Go thou, where base assassins meet ; 
Pollute not thus this hallow'd seat — 
Where virtue with religion dwells — 
This solitude has no love spells. 
Thee and thy passion I detest — 
Thy wickedness thyself confest ! 
Thy prating boldness hath outgrown 
All sense of shame. Wouldst thou atone 
For foulest murder — if thou dursfc — 
By making me thy slave accurst ? 
Away, away ! the sun has set ! 
Ked trailing meteors casual jet 
Across the heavens, and fast and dark 
Dense clouds are gathering. Save the spark 
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In yonder copse that gilds the night — 
The firefly's Bcintilating light — 
1^0 rays illume this darkling spot ; 
For here there is no peasant's cot. 
Whose cheerful lamp emits its beams, 
And o'er the gloom in splendour streams. 
Away, away ! nor tarry here ! 
"What soimd is that which wakes my fear T 
The great owl hoots, the cricket shrilly cries ; 
The toad croakshoarse, and supplicates the skies; 
The tempest scowls, whose fiery darts afar, 
Successive glance in elemental war. 
The flashes nearer and yet nearer come, 
And shoot terrific through the gusty gloom — 
Driving along electric masses dread. 
With roaring thunder pealing overhead. 
Why dost thou tarry? Fly this dismal shade ! 
Fierce prowlers wander thro' the dreary glade." 

vn. 

" Proud, taunting girl ! thou art beset 
By my retainers near yon cave. 

I came not to be floated ; yet, 

If thou wilt own me as thy slave, 
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And follow me without demur, 
Ko human steps shall here bestir 
The wild beasts of this dreadful glen. 
My fellows are determin'd men : 
Eesistance would be vain for thee. 
Bise, lAdchmii rise, and follow me!" 

VIII. 

The virgin mov*d not. 

" Why my hate 
Dost thou provoke ? Impending fate 
Waits the bold man on whom shall rest 
The Yogi's curse — *tis heaven's behest I 
Whatever vices may prevail, 
The Yogi's curse will never fail. 
Wouldst thou dare harm me ? Dare, and die — 
The vilest thing beneath the sky." 

IX. 

Her solemn words and frowning look, 
The madden'd tempter ill could brook : 
His signal thrills along the hills ! 

And answering echoes thro' the wood, 
Increase the horror, which now chills 

The sturdiest in that solitude. 
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That signal note is hardly o'er, 
'Tis followed by a tiger^s roar ! 
Deep terror and dismay prevail, 
The boldest hearts before it quail. 
The skies have grown now blacker still, 
And in the gloom of a neai* hill 
Are seen two orbs of moving fire, 
That flash the fierce man-eater's ire. 
'Tis there he growls — ^now rushing pasty 
Within his jaws severely fast 
He holds a form. The lightning's glare, 
"With fitful fiilgence makes all there 
Too doleM, as it sheds its ray 
On the dread tiger and its prey. 
As now with sudden glimpse revealing, 
And now with denser gloom concealing. 
The tempest's breath is hushed and still, 
The star-light trembles in the rill. 
And silence awfcdly doth brood 
Over that mountain solitude. 
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Cantv i\t f litri^. 



'* It is thought at work, amidst baried hours ; 
It is love keeping vigil o'er perished flowers. 
Ah ! we bear within us mysterious things : 
Of memory and anguish, unfathom'd springs; 
And passion those gulfs of the heart to fill. 
With bitter waves which it ne'er may still." 

Mus. Hemans. 

I. 

The terrors of the night have fled, 

And beauteous mom bursts forth to view, 
0*er the green hills with graceful tread, 
And rosy mantle bathed with dew- 
She moves along with fairy lightness, 
Enamour'd with her own soft brightness. 
A ruin'd temple lifts its head, 
Amid the varying tints, that spread 
Far over plains and hills, and air. 
And lends to the wild landscape there 
Enchantment in Aurora's smile. 
There, memory lingering o'er the pile. 
Points to the time when this had been. 
To thousands who have left the scene. 
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A place where holy vows were made, 

Where devotees beneath its shade 

Felt the afflatus of the god, 

And kiss'd with awe the ground they trod." 

1^0 Wy crumbling are its stately walls: 

Its granite roof by piecemeal falls ; 

Its carved pillars feel the power 

Of time's destroying touch each hour ; 

The image in its broken shrine 

Ko longer now is deemed divine ; 

The pepril spreads its sapping roots 

Within the sanctum ; and there hoots 

The great owl from its leafy spray, 

If aught shall pass that dreary way. 

Oh what a sad reverse is this ! 

Here lizards chirp, and serpents hiss ; 

The long grass droops upon the eaves ; 

His web the mottled spider weaves ; 

Thro' gaps the wind, in fitM moans, 

Tells that gray ruin all here owns. 

In such a place, where nature sighs 

O'er ruins she herself hath made, 
A sympathetic wish may rise 

In some to court its gloomy shade. 

D 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



26 THE VIRGIN WIDOW. 



n. 



Here Lutchmi hastened in her flight, 

Nor found repose the live-long night. 

How can the weary here find rest, 

"Where reptiles numberless infest 

The mouldering walls, and heaps of earth, 

That give these noxious creatures birth ? 

Yet here she was secure and safe 

From wild beasts, and from men who chafe 

The spirit meek, till a dread curse 

Is spoken they can ne'er reverse. 

Within that temple's fallen court 

(Of troubled feelings now the sport) 

She spends her hours in painful musing, 

With thoughts that come not of her choosing. 

m. 

A horseman travels on his way. 

To seek cool shelter from the day.® 

TJntended, all alone he rides. 

And to the fallen temple guides 

His panting horse, where a dense grove, 

Like a green canopy above. 
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Protects the trayeller from the breath 

Of arid April charged with death. 

That temple doth his thoughts engage. 

Like a soil'd, musty, crumbling page, 

From mouldering archives of the past, 

O'er which his blight dread time hath cast — 

Mid broken columns and dark heaps, 

Each relic still sad record keeps. 

In sculptur'd grandeur, of the past. 

Like moonbeams in a sky o'ercast. 

In pensive mood the stranger walk'd. 

And to himself thus musing talked : 

'* What wealth was lavished on this fane ! 

Its glory ne*er shall dawn again, 

To cheer these wilds, which once had known 

The sound of gladness in each tone. 

Generations have been swept away. 

Leaving their token in decay ; 

And this great pile is all we see, 

Betok'ning Siva's deity ! 

Alas ! and such is human pride, 

When men set up their gods on earth ; 
Time, like an ever rolling tide, 

Sweeps all away of human birth : 
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Temples, and gods, and princes fall, 
And Ichabod describes them all ! " 



Reflections such were his, when he 

Becu^h'd the wide gate decaying fast. 
Here he now paus'd, but suddenly 

Brew back, as if a vision past — 
A form of beauty, young and fair, 
Lo ! sits among the rains there ! 
Was that real ? The vision stole 
Upon his mind with soft control ; 
He felt as if she weav'd a spell, 
For her dark glances gently fell 
Upon his spirit but with rays. 
Unlike the light of other days. 
Her lovely aspect was serene, 

Tho' a slight tinge sufi^'d her face ; 
A Christian stranger to have seen 

At such a time, in such a place. 
Disturbed her quietude a while. 
Soon her pure thoughts resume ihe smile 
"Which speaks her hopes of heaven above, 
And weans her heart of earthly love. 
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With modesty placid looks, she seems 
Eapt up again in holy dreams ; 
Nor indicates instinctive fear 
At sight of foreigner so near. 



That stranger was a man of God — 

A missionary sent abroad 

With tidings for mankind. He came 

This way to preach Immanuel's name. 

Upon his arduous labour bent, 

From place to place the good man went. 

Unwearied was his zeal for Christ ; 

To this all else he sacrificed : 

He cared on earth for nought beside, 

But ** Jemi and him crtioified.^* 

vr. 

** Pair maiden, may I thus intrude 

Upon thy sacred solitude ? 

Life has no object dear to thee, 

For thy high vow hath set thee free 

From the world's power; thy youthM heart 

With human passions bears no part. 
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Hast thou, then, felt the world's cold scorn, 

lliat thou art here alone, forlorn ? 

Thy vow of self-denial may 

Suit sterner minds than thine ; hut say 

Why hast thou thus renounced mankind, 

To seek a peace thou ne'er wilt find 

In wilds, where human scenes are not 

By cruel memory forgot ; 

Where desolation spreads her piles. 

And gray-hair'd ruin grimly smiles 

At human skUl and human pride ? 

Thy secret sorrow wouldst thou hide ? 

Peace springs not from a place like this. 

And falling fanes impart no hliss 

To broken hearts devoutly given 

To serve dumb idols. Here they lie ! 
Hoar time these images has riven. 

And casts them off beneath the sky ! 
Can these be gods ? and wilt thou trast 
In things which mingle with the dust, 
And perish thus ? The Yogi's vow 

Is a devotion sad and vain. 
Why is that frown upon thy brow ? 

I would not give thy bosom pain. 
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Maiden, by worcb that rudeness seem : 

Thy young life is a fervid dream 

Of piety, with lasting grief; 

Thy vow will bring thee no relief. 

Alas ! that this should be thy fate — 

To sigh 'mid scenes so desolate, 

And mar the bloom of youth's bright years 

In sorrow's vale, with bitter tears ! 

There is a love whose source is pure. 

There is a Friend,, who will endure 

Thro' changing scenes and clouded skies ; 

There is a Saviour, good and wise. 

Whose heart's warm sympathies are ours. 

Whose deep affection overpowers 

The humble soul that seeks his grace. 

He bled for our degenerate race; 

The meekest and the holiest, He 

Once groan' d, and died on Calvary ; 

But rose with life again, to give 

His Spirit's power, that men may live ; 

Christ is our sure abiding Friend, 

* Whose boundless love shall never end. 

Why dost thou wander, tired of life. 

Full weary of its ills and stiife ? 
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Thy soul will find no resting-place^ 
Till thou art drawn by Jesus' grace. 
A broken-hearted woman came, 
Drawn by the virtue of his name ; 
She pour'd a box of rich perfume 
Upon his head, as if his tomb 
She saw with eyes prophetic near, 

And, with her grateful love so deep — 
Seen in the silent falling tear — 

Her grief- worn heart began to weep. 
His sacred feet, with sorrow's tide, 

She bath'd, and with her flowing hair 
She wip'd them, as with grateful pride 

Her meekness found its glory there. 
He gave her peace — ^Heaven's richest meed- 
And blest the memory of her deed. 
And there were sisters, whose quiet home 
Gave Jesus oft a kind welcome; 
In Bethany he felt their care. 
For piety had dwelling there. 
Martha, with thrifty, lively zeal. 

Did her regard with care compete, 
"While Mary her happiness did seal 

By sitting at the Master's feet. 
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Their love and kindness were sincere, 

But Mary's choice prov'd how much higher 
Her thoughts had soar'd above this sphere ; 

Her spirit caught the glowing fire 
Of msdam purs — * the better part,* 
Which sheds a glory round the heart. 
She heard Christ's words, she felt his loye, 
And gave her soul to things above* 
Christ is the one thing needful, given 
To draw lost souls from earth to heaven ; 
And, when we lay these bodies down. 

To live again beyond the grave^ 
Jesus will be our joy and crown, 

If now we prove his power to save. 
Their brother Lazarus had died, 

But he shall live, the Saviour said. 
The sorrowing Martha, meek replied, 
' True, at the last day, when the dead 
Shall rise again to hear their doom — 
Then shall he burst his prison tomb, 
And wake with myriads. Fintr da/y% laid 

Within his narrow house, decay 
Hath touch'd him. Lord ! and worms pervade 

The form we lov'd — on which they prey. 
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Can there be hope ? There cannot be ; 

And yet, thy prayer with God hath power- 
Omnipotence engirdeth thee, 

E'en now, in this sad, solemn hour. 
While weeping o'er the silent sod, 
I feel Thou art the Son of God, 
Thou art the Christ Thou cam'st to save ; 
Thy power redeems us from the grave.' 
* I am the resurrection and the life. 
And nature's elemental strife 
Begms, when, o'er the startled earth. 
My voice recalls to second birth 
The human dust that scattered lies. 
From ages — all that sleep shall rise ! 
He that on me believes, tho' dead 
Shall live again,^ the Saviour said. 
The pious sisters heard with awe 
His words of comfort — ^that the law 
Of nature, superseded, will 
Announce the amazing miracle. 
That the cold dead, revivified. 

Instinct with life, shall breathe again, 
"When terror-stricken suns shall hide. 

At the dread splendour of his train. 
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Their lustre : For the Lord shall rise, 

To shake the earth and rend the skies ; 

And STins, and stars, and worlds shall fade 

Before His presence, sore dismayed ; 

When he shall pour the final curse, 

That shall consume the universe, 

And, from its ashes and its dust, 

To life eternal wake the just. 

Ev'n now his glory Christ shall show, 

His godhead in the house of woe ; 

Por Mary leads him to the grave — 

The Son of man hath power to save. 

* Where ha/ce ye hid him ? ' Sad he stood. 

By the still grave, in troubled mood. 

The shadows of the cross then crept 

Upon his spirit : Jesus wept. 

Nailed to the cross, his heart shall bleed. 

And man will triumph at the deed ; 

But with His death, proud Victor ! he 

Shall captive lead captivity. 

Then shall the cross the token prove 

Of Jesus' everlasting love ; 

And the base crown of thorns shall shine. 

Circled with radiance all divine. 
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Yes, He who bore the mocking rod, 

Shall wield the sceptre of a God, 

And on his faithful followers shed 

The glory of his high Godhead. 

Such thoughts, perchance, engag'd the mind 
Of Jesus, when he stood beside 

The grave of his dear Mend. Behind, 

The sisters mourned, and kind Mends 
sighed. 
The falling tears that wet his cheek, 
His heart's deep sympathy bespeak ; 
The conscious earth partakes his care. 
As, in the attitude of prayer. 
His Holy Spirit now is stirred, 
And Nature waits the almighty word. 
Earth quakes beneath his sovereign sway. 
His will must e'en the dead obey. 
He lifts his eye to heaven, to bless 
His father for assured success ; 
He gazes on the murmuring crowd, 
^ La/na/rw^ come forth !^ then cries aloud; 
And Lazarus, in his dank death shroud. 
Gomes forth, and gazes on the face 
Of Jesus, fidl of truth and grace. 
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what a miracle was this, 

How great was their fraternal bliss — 
To clasp their brother once again, 
While his warm blood coursed every vein, 
To see him lift his hands in prayer, 
To hear him praise his Saviour there ! 
What need the holy sisters more ? 
They all the Lobd of Lite adore. 
Maiden, this Saviour's hallowed name 
With gratitude I now proclaim ; 

1 own his truth, I feel his love, 
His mercy points to realms above. 
Where earthly cares and soirows cease, 
And all is calm, and joy, and peace. 

It may be that thy heart was broke 

By falsehood, and its deadly stroke 

Drove thee far off from human eyes. 

To strive with heaven's inclement skies ; 

It may be that thy friends are dead, 

In orphanage now hither fled. 

Thou deem'st the earth too wide for thee — 

Too bleak a solitude for one. 
Who, all forsaking, thus would be 

Mourning o'er friends for ever gone. 
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Whate'er may be thy secret grief, 
'Tis Christ alone caa give relief ; 
Thy sez he did esteem, aad felt 
His soul in all their sorrows melt j 
And Martha's, Mary's happiness, 
A token is, that thy distress 
Will wake his kindly sympathy. 
Come, then, to Jesos, come and be, 
Partaker of his grace divine ; 
Thy ardent thoughts he shall refine. 
And show thee, by his Spirit's light, 
The darkness of that Pagan night, 
In which thy soul is wandering now, 
Urg'd by the rigour of thy vow." 



His words were spoken with true feeling, 
In them there was a balm for healing 
The wounded heart she deem'd was dead 

To all things earthly, since the day 
Her happiness and peace had fled 

With him she lov'd, away, away — 
She found that memory's might is still 
More potent than the stt^rnest will. 
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The sad allusioD kindly made 

To that which threw its blighting shade 

Upon her spirit, like a token 

That thrills the heart bereav'd and broken, 

Bedimm'd her eye, and gloomed her brow, 

Despite her self-renouncing vow. 

The virgin wept like a pent fountain. 

Her heart had hid its secret woe ; 
Now, like the tide that rives the mountain. 

The gushing streams of sadness flow; 
His wand of sympathy recall'd 
Scenes that were dear, and yet appall*d. 
She wept intensely, then besought 

The stranger would retire a while ; 
And, rising, hastened from the spot, 

Passing many a broken pile 
And column, near the gate she stood. 
Who shall describe her troubled mood ? 
"These are not gods, he said : what then ? 
I'll hie me to yon mountain glen. 
If these cannot protect me, how 
Shall I endure man's presence now ? 
I've striven to rise above all feeling, 
Save that which, to great Brahm appealing. 
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Clings with devotion to his feet, 

And shuns all evil by retreat. 

Is this then yanity ? I own 

I cannot for my sins atone 

By rigid self-denying zeal. 

But have I sinned ? I often feel. 

In every effort to be pure, 

That abstinence will not insure 

The guerdon of my toils ; for lust, 

The innate principle of dust. 

Which sways our passions, weighs me down. 

And flesh fears not stem virtue's frown. 

But feelings like these ore a part 

Of latent struggles in the heart 

Of every Yogi. Need we dread 

The wrath divine, when Yishnu's eye 

Shall flash the latest destiny. 
And o'er the trembling world shall shed 

The terrors of his majesty. 
Why should the Yogi fear his frown, 

When, with bright sword unsheath'd he 
kneels 
Before the wing'd horse of renown, 

And utters loud his voice, like peals 
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Of thunder in the dreadful gloom, 

Pronouncing thus earth's final doom ? 

Like a stem hero trained for war, 

He comes in his last avatar y^^ 

And, as destroyer, will disperse 

The glory of the universe. 

Alas ! shall Yogi's vows then fade ? 

Shall I not live beyond the shade 

Of dark oblivion, in the beam 

Of self-existing Brahm supreme ? 

Annihilation parts us never — 

A portion of himself for ever 

Is Yogi's beatitude. Yes, 

Our faith rests not in nothingness. 

But yet my heart is ill at ease, 

My conscience, like a dull disease, 

Lay dormant till the preacher came, 

And touched it as with words of flame. 

A God of grace, unknown to me, 

Who died for man on Calvary, 

He mentions ; but 'tis useless now. 

For solemn is the Yogi's vow. 

And Brahma, Vishnu, Siva — three — 

Are gods as well, whose mystery 
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A woman's mind cannot explore. 

But these, too, I must not adore ? 

Then who, and what, is the great Being 

That I must fear, without my seeing 

His form or figure ? Power supreme, 

This life is an illusive dream ! 

Who art thou ? Where ? Thee would I know : 

This knowledge on my mind bestow ! " 

She said, and sighing, left the fane. 

That fedr recluse we'll meet again. 
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** Alone ? no, not alono— that heayy sighi 
That sob of grief which broke from some one nigh— 
Whose could it be ? Alas ! is misery found 
Here, e'en here on this enchanted ground ?" 

Lalul Bookh. 

i. 

Beneath the shadow of high hills 

Whose peaks reflect eve's purple light, 

A solid rock the valley Alls, 
With devotees that climb its height ; 

An ancient temple crowns its head, 

And pious feet its threshold tread. 

2. 

The deity who here presides 
Gives name to all the country round. 

Upon a peacock proud he rides, 

And wields a hog-spear to confound 

His foe»who dare his anger wake — 
The Piilneys at his presence quake ! 
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3. 

I^octumal blasts with terror tell 

His dred exploits where wild beasts prey ; 
For o'er each hill, and down each dell, 

For hunting feats he wends his way, 
When night's broad starlit curtain falls, 
And timid hearts vague fear appalls. 

4. 

His name is Pulney}^ Small the boot 
For which the god impatient flew 

Round the great world ; the promised fruit. 
To wisdom slow and sure was due. 

" Thou art the world ! " his brother cries. 

And Siva smiling yields the prize. 

5. 

In vain the elder brother claims 

The fruit for zeal which went astray. 

Siva is all — men's hopes and aims 
Are centred in him ; night and day, 

With all their vast concerns, are drown' d 

In Siva^a deity profound ! 
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6. 

This Cunda did not call to mind, 
When on the beauteous bird he rode, 

The beginning and the end to find 
Of the round world on which he trod. 

His circuit was a tedious one, 

His brother made a shorter run ! 

7. 
Vi^ffkupra, with trunk and tushes, 

And a great stomach therewithal, 
On a small rat to ride he blushes. 

Around this peopled earthly ball : 
Slowly he wound around his dad. 
And Siva blest the knowing lad. 

8. 

Yet must he please his elder son : 
" Wisdom and zeal united, hence 

Shall mark thy god-like acts, begun 
With blessings which thou shalt dispense 

On all thy votaries. Here's to boot — 

I am the world ; thou art the fruit." 
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9. 

This is the god, whose temple rears 
Its head amid this lovely vale. 

This is the god, 'tis said, who hears 
ITie orphan's cry, the widow's wail ; 

Whose priests the lying tale have taught 
That wonders in his fane ore wrought. 

II. 
The sacred rock is crowded now 
"With pilgrims, who have made the vow 
To carry up the steep ascent 
Their cavadies/' and there present 
Boil'd fish, milk, plantains, honey, 
And (all is worthless without) money, 
To win a token of the grace 
The god dispenses fix)m the place, 
Where only priests might dare to stand. 
And, open-handed, gifts demand. 

in. 
The Feast is high — great multitudes, 

Like flock upon the extended plain, 
Are spread in groups, in various moods : 

Some sing, some dance, and some in vain 
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Call on the god to hear their prayer. 
How can he 'mid the din that's there ? 
Fantastic streamers to the hreeze 
Float on the tops of rustling trees ; 
They show that great men lend the scene 
Their presence. Here and there a screen 
Of cloths, sTistain'd by cords, conceal 
Fair women, who may not reveal 
Their beauteous forms to vulgar gaze. 
But oft intrusive zephyrs raise 
The pendant walls with fitful play, 
And curious eyes then catch the ray 
Of jewell'd feet, so bright, so small, 
Of tiny virgins, matrons tall, 
Whose languid looks awake the spell 
That youthful spirits love so well. 
The flight of steps to Pulney's fane 
Is filed with anchorites, who, pain 
Defying, here are met to show 
How penance and devotion grow 
In rigid unity below — 
How sullen, wild fanatics brave 
The ills that draw us to the graye. 
Whose power o'er them they deem is past. 
For gods they shall become at last ! 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



48 THl! VIBGIN WIDOW. 

One shows his nails enormous grown, 
Kecoiling through both flesh and bone — 
They pierce the palm, and back obtrude ; 
One, long immur'd in solitude, 
Feels as he should not now be there, 
And spreads abroad his matted hair, 
The vow of youth, unkempt by age, 
The growth of a long pilgrimage ; 
One stands on right leg, motionless, 
His left is numbed by rigidness ; 
One, poised upon his head, upturns 
His sapless withered legs ; one bums 
His oil-smeared body with a flame. 
Which harmless runs along his frame ; 
And some there are, who, sound in limb, 
Unscathed by superstitious whim, 
In yellow vestments quaintly drest. 
Enhance the follies of the rest. 

IV. 

A frantic devotee descends. 
Supported by his zealous friends, 
Th' afflatus of the god he feels. 
Unsteady in his gait, he reels ; 
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Like the wild Pythoness of old, 
Prophetic words, confused and bold, 
He utters with a look aa wild. 
She saw him there, and faintly sinil'd. 
Why does she smile, that fair recluse ? 

Perhaps she deems that zeal like hiB, 
Is of dread truth the sad abuse, 

A part of inane vanities, 
Which a reKgion, false tho' bland, 
To please the spirit of the land, 
Sets up for sensual minds, l^ot this 

Provokes her cold sarcastic smile ! 

'Tis strange that he should thus beguile 
His time, as if devotion is 
The hallowed warmth of piety 
In him, and not hypocrisy. 
She thought he had been ta'en away 
By the fierce tiger ; but his prey 
Was one who came with him to aid 
In his vile deed in yonder glade. 
High Heaven the pure in heart shall guard ; 
His baseness met its due reward. 
That fearful night can she forget } 
But he she dreads is living yet. 
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Eapt up in something like a trance, 
The god-possessed leaps in the dance, 
With dark-eyed women of the fane, 
"Who barter chastity for gain. 
He paused awhile, his restless eye 
Wanders, as if it would descry 
Some object of attraction there. 
'Twas but a passing vision fair ; 
She vanished from his sight to be 
The troubler of his memory. 

t. 

Now midway up that ancient rock 
A cayem'd chamber, that might mock 
Artistic genius, hourly draws 
Wayfaring pilgrims there, who pause 
To view the great masonic skill 
That wrought such fabric at its will. 
And pay their vows to him who there 
In Fulnet^s gifts has the first share. 
Carv'd in black granite, large and whole, 

A giant's statue there is seen ,* 
Two rocks he bears upon a pole. 

Slung at each end, as they had been 
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No heavier than two massy boulders, 

That lightly press on giant's shoulders. 

His name is Udumhan, well known 

To all who Ftdnetfandy own. 

This giant-god was sent afar, 

Where Mah Meru's cold, guiding star 

Sheds its soft lustre o'er the wastes 

Of everlasting snow. He hastes 

Obedient to Auguatiar's will, 

The god-physician of high skiQ, 

Whom all, from Brahma's godlike line, 

Call great Augmtiar divine. 

He hastes the tree of life to seek. 

But, when he treads Mah Meru's peak, 

His memory treacherously fails — 

Some evil influence prevails ; 

The name and nature of the tree 

Have faded from his memory ; 

In vain he wanders o'er the heights, 

Where cheerless bum the northern lights, 

Whose rays impierce the snow's cold breast, 

Which, glinting, looks like the white vest 

That shrouds some beauteous, lifeless form, 

That recks nor sunshine nor the storm. 
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At last green woods his glad eyes meet ; 
Thither he goes with weary feet, 
Thence he procures a vasty beam, 

And, at eadi end, with joy elate. 
He binds two massive rocks, which seem, 

EVn for a god, a crushing weight. 
It may be that the plant he needs 

Grows on these rocks, whatever its name. 
Success may crown his search. He speeds 

With vigour new within his frame. 
The rocks with nodding forests spread. 

He bears along with rapid stride ; 
The earth, it quakes beneath his tread ; 

But JSckimban moves on with pride, 
Ko writhing feature speaks distress. 
From lengthened toil or weariness. 
Where now the town of Pulney stands 
Was once o'ergrown with tangled wood. 
Ev'n the fierce, ruthless robber bands 

Shunn'd its unpeopled solitude. 
'Twas here the giant, halting, sought 
A limpid stream. His quick eye caught 
A careless child, who lonely play*d. 
And o'er his Rock at random strayed. 
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The giant, pleased, approached the child. 

And wonder'd how, in such a wild. 

So fair a boy should glad the sight. 

He bade him tell him where he might 

Obtain cool water for his thirst. 

The little urchin mock'd at first, 

Intending only to annoy. 

The angry giant smote the boy. 

Whom did he smite ? "We often err 

When dudgeon doth our spirits stir 

Impatient of affront, we dare 

The deed which prudence should forbear. 

We, reckless, run on points that pierce 

The hand that grasps them firm and 

fierce. 
With terror struck, what doth he see ? 
The boy transform'd to deity. 
The playful child at once lifts high 
His awful stature to the sky, 
And, with a brow with wrath that burns, 
Sternly to Udumhan he turns. 
And thus accosts him : — 

" See thou here 
The god of these high hills, and fear ! 
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Thou can'st not live, for thou hast done 

A deed which one like thee should shun: 

The smitten boy brooks not such shame. 

Know, then, thou giant of high fame, 

Danger there is in every strife. 

And thine is now a forfeit life." 

He ceas'd. The giant trembling heard, 

And felt a pang in every word. 

Low, prostrate in the dust he falls, 

And on the god imploring calls — 

" 0*er my sad folly deep I grieve, 

I cry for mercy, crave reprieve, 

And solemn resolution make, 

To yield no more to passion's power. 
To shun all flagrant acts that wake 

Heaven's dreaded wrath in evil hour." 
The god relents, yet he must die ; 
The rocks he brought shall rooted lie 
Just where he left them, as a token 
That there the giant's strength was broken 
By the young child he dar'd to smite. 
Unconscious of superior might. 
But yet he shall immortal be, 
For such is PuJ/ney'a high decree. 
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The god the giant then up-leads 

0*er one of the rocks now deep enrooted, 
And hids him drink the stream he needs, 

Till he shall find himself recruited. 
The rock he scratched with his great toe, 
The startled rock began to flow. 
A pool is shown where hundreds rush, 
But long has ceased the wondrous gush; 
But mark, this feat of Pulney's power 
Prolongs not Edumha/tC % brief hour 
'Twas wrought to tell to future time 
His doings in this far off clime ; 
That various tribes, priests, princes, kings. 
Might haste on superstition's wings. 
And, crowding in his temple, pour 
The wealth of many a distant shore. 

VI. 

Upon the top his temple stands. 
And midway Edumhan demands 
Tlie gifts of passing devotees, 
Who miss their blessing without fees. 
For such is Pulney's will, that all 
Who woidd before his presence fall 
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Should first the giant's temple seek, 
And there his favour first bespeak, 
Then may they joyfully ascend, 
And with their gifts their praises blend ; 
He shall the greatest blessings share. 
Who brings his largest ofierings there. 

VII. 

Within this sanctuary, the maid 

l^ow hastened from the sight of him 
Her soul abhor' d. Sad thoughts pervade 

Her troubled bosom ; cold and dim. 
The shadows of the future, fall 
Upon her heart, like a dark pall 
That shrowds the brightest hopes on earth, 
The offspring frail of human birth. 
In yellow vestments clad, which tells 
The wearer heeds not pleasure's spells. 
She makes her hiding-place a while 
Behind the statue's massive pile. 
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VIII. 

He came and passed^ that devotee, 
But; ere he went, before that fane 
He linger' d, and a throb of pain 

Writhed his bold features. Why doth he, 

In his religious ecstasy, 

Betray the form of earthly feelirg, 

Which, o'er his pious fervour stealing, 

I^ow mars the influence above 

By unrestrain'd licentious love ? 

His zeal was but a fltful Are, 

A false enthusiasm, whose flame, 

Itself all earthly, will expire 

When passion urges its strong claim 

To rule the heart, and bind the mind. 

By superstition weak and blind. 

In vain he lifts his thoughts on high, 

No power will aid him from the sky ! 

The gods he worships are no gods — 

Does he not trust in stones and clods ? 

*Tis not thevr influence he feels ; 

When full possessed, he wildly reels. 
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And mutters sounds that wotUd foretell 
Such influence proceeds from hell! 
From such a state of transport, sure 
Transition quick to thoughts impure 
Were easy ; and 'twere nothing strange ; 
'Tis the same service in the change. 
A demon rules the rock above, 
And stirs his heart to lawless love. 



" 'Twas here I saw her form glide by j 
Bat nought of her arrests my eye. 
Within this sanctum wiU she hide ? 
My presence she will not abide. 
I see her not, I'll search the rock, 
The cloisters, or the cover' d walk 
Within the temple's area wide, 

Shall aid her lover's ardent zeal. 

Would that she felt as I do feel ; 
She would not then, with scornful pride. 

Shun the bold man who dares thro' blood 
To track the source of pleasure's tide, 

And on to bliss o'er passion's flood, 
To take her, till she land beside 
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Pereimial founts that never dry, 
And bask beneath love's radiant sky/' 



He left the midway temple now, 

"With mind perplex'd, with clouded brow. 

" She may have gone to Pulney's faae.*' 

Alone he climbs the rock again. 

And where no human footsteps press, 

"Within a cool but dark recess, 

Where sunlight struggles with the shade 

Of a long low-roof *d colonnade, 

He pauses in his anxious mood. 

** What steps are those that here intrude ?" 

He starts to hear a female groan. 

'< Within this cloister all alone ! 

Hard is thy lot, and sad the cheer 

When noontide beams are darkened here ! 

Who art thou ? Lutohmi — 'tis her voice. 

Is this, fair maiden, now thy choice?" 

XI. 

" Who visits me ? Alone IVe been 
For many a day, unknown, unseen. 
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Within this doister^s murky shade, 

A feeble, sick, and helpless maid. 

When health bnoy'd up my restless mind, 

Oft did I climb yon hills to find 

A moment's joy, an impulse brief 

Of pleasure, but 'was no relief ; 

The transient bliss soon past away, 

like sunlight in a misty day, 

Which breaks the parting clouds awhile, 

But gloom succeeds its short-liv'd smile. 

Yet, Oh I love to feel the clouds 

Enwrap me with their chilly shrouds, 

And breathe upon my burning cheek. 

I've sat upon yon towering peak — 

The wide survey that takes the eye, 

The varying tints of earth and sky, 

The far expanse that bounds the sight. 

And the horizon bathed with light. 

In which no fleecy clouds appear. 

Or giant masses darkly rear 

Their moving forms — the vivid gleams 

Of water from far tanks and streams — 

The shaded hills, the chequer'd plains — 

The calm which broods o'er all, and reigns : 
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These make a landscape bright and fair ; 

Yet sadness lingers even there. 

The heart expands with the wide range. 

But bears with it the feeling strange 

Of loneliness, in such a view ! 

'Twas boundlessness its shadow threw 

Upon my heart, and made me yearn 

"With a world-hating, sad concern, 

For joys which earth hath not in store : 

They grow upon a happier shore. 

Since feebleness hath bound me here, 

My eyes look out upon the sphere. 

When night o'erstuds the vaulted skies 

"With st-arry gems, like far off eyes, 

I feel their watchful silent rays. 

And fondly dream of other days. 

Tet why should grief such thoughts inspire ? 

"Would that I could in peace expire — 

Forgettiog, and forgotten here. 

Few know me and my sad career : 

A broken heart, a withering life, 

Is all that's mine, to tell the strife 

Of youthful passions now decayed. 

And spectral feelings that pervade 
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The gloom of memory-cold and drear, 
Whicli spreads o'er many a vanished year. 
These hills hare seen ten thousands pass 
Beneath their shade — ^but, like the grass 
Which grew and perish' d on their way, 
They've left no trace of their decay. 
My Mends are gone, and I am left 
To dwell on happier scenes. Bereft 
Of every hope that life may soothe, 
Like some poor wand'rer in a booth, 
Who, homeless, friendless, draws his breath 
In anguish, which is worse than death. 
To feel the dewy breath of mom 

Fan my hot cheeks, is not my boon* 
Here, feverish, famish' d, and forlorn. 

My heart is cold and faint at noon. 
My aching head upon this stone 
With sighs I lay — ^my heavy moan 
No sympathy doth waken here ! 
When the bright sun in his career 
With purple light the valley fills. 
And lingers o'er the Pulney hills, 
With the slow fading lamp of day. 
My spirit shall have pass'd away ; 
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To-morrow's sun will rise, to shed 
His morning lustre o'er the dead !" 

XII 

She paus'd ; and slowly raised her head^ 

As if some object met her sight. 
Her form was beautiful, but fled 

Was the soft bloom of youth ; the light 
Of love, that lends to loveliness 

Its richest tints^ was gone ; but yet 
In the sad wreck wrought by distress. 

Who could behold her hair of jet 
Without admiring ? — ^who, the beam 

Of liquid brightness in her eye, 
Kow languishing o'er memory's dream, 

Can gaze upon, nor heave the sigh 
That one, so lovely in her prime, 
Should thus be laid, before her time, 
On the dark margin of the grave, 
With none to comfort, none to save ? 
In health, her look the heart would thrill ; 
Her large black eyes were powerful still. 
The lustre of her beauty lingers 
O'er her fine features. Death's cold Angers 
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Their lines remorseless will efface. 
And give her to earth's cold emhrace ; 
And the vile, slimy, chamel worm 
Will feed upon her lovely form. 
Such is our end — ^we leave no trace — 
'Tis thus we close our mortal race. 

xin. 

" I see a form — some being pure, 
Some goddess comes to see me die ! 

Her beauteous symmetry will lure 
My longing spirit to the sky. 

Say, what art thou — a child of clay? 

Hither how didst thou find thy way ? 

Art thou not Lfdohini ? 'Tis her face. 

Why comes she to this dismal place, 

Where darkness, with grim death combined. 

Appalls the timid, 'fainting mind ? 

If thou art Lutchmiy come not here ! 

My cold clay soon may ask thy tear. 

I've liv'd and lov'd, but lov'd in vain ; 

I've wept and toil'd, but bore no gain ; 

I fled from human haunts, to be 

An exile, who at liberty 
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Hight roam these hills, and tranquil dwell 

A poor recluse within a cell. 

Alas, ev*n here I feel the power 

Of conscience in its anguish-hour ; 

E'en here, the fearful freezing gloom. 

Which haunts the child of bitter doom, 

Extends its influence ! I see 

The light of hope beams not for me ; 

But did he not, that man of God, 

Who met me once, as on I trod 

The road to ruin, in my crime, 

Then tell me, in another clime 

Peace may be found by those who weep ? 

In penitence my soul I steep. 

My thoughts intense by sorrow wrung, 

Throb thro' my heart, by conscience stung- 

Oh give me peace ! He said there's rest 

In the far regions of the blest. 

He did> but then he bade me give 

My heart to One who died to live, 

Whose cross, erected upon earth. 

Imparts a new and heavenly birth ; 

Whose Spirit wakes the sin-dead soul, 

And purifles and makes it whole. 
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And gives it power o*er earth's dark strife. 

And crowns it with eternal life. 

I mock'd at words that seem'd to me 

Unmeaning sounds ;. their energy 

I felt not, nor did wish to feel. 

My dying hour would now appeal 

To reason, but my reason's bUnd ! 

To heaven I lift my awe-struck mind ; 

My creed affords me nought but fear. 

Ev'n in this temple, shameless vice 
Runs its rude, rampant, vile career; 

This is no saintly paradise ! 
The heart that purity doth prize 
Must fly these haunts, where priestly lies 
Deceive the multitude for gain. 
And draw fair women to the fane. 
With holy vows, alas, to be 
The paramours of deity ! 
Thus beauty stoops to be the slave 
Of every lustful, priestly knave. 
My loathing soul turns from this scene* 
Oh that I were what I have been ! 
My zeal for priests and temples now 
Hath fixed its stigma on my brow, 
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And broken spirits well do test 
What creed will give the wretched rest. 
Ah how I mourn my past career ! 
Oh that that man of God were here ! 
My troubled breast his prayer would calm. 
My wounded mind would find its balm 
In words that melt the soul, and soothe. 
What can resist the power of truth ? 
Lwtchmiy my sister, where art thou ? 
Shall peace be found in Togi^s vow ? 
With self-denying, godly zeal. 
And with an impulse all must feel, 
Who would, like thee, be pure in heart, 
From all once dear thou didst depart. 
To seek thy peace of mind midst woods 
And dreary mountain solitudes. 
Would that thou knew'st, what now I know, 
The cure for every human woe ! 
Driven firom thy home by hateful man. 
Thou had* St not fled from friends and clan. 
And as a Sunyasi thus rove 
From terror at bold wanton love. 
Lutehmiy thy hope is worse than vain. 
The heart it is that nurses pain. 
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If we could banish thought we're free — 

Wlio can extingniah memory ? 

"Who's there ? That cursed man I fear, 

A very fiend in his career. 

Is that his form ? I dread to see it ; 

"Would I had strength from hence to flee it! 

But here my weakness keeps me stiU — 

I have not power, tho' I have will. 

To shun his presence. Lutchmt there ? 

I know, her by her flowing hair. 

Let me embrace thee. Now I breathe. 

Oft with sweet garlands did I wreathe 

Thy raven locks at eve's soft hour. 

Poison there is in every flower ; 

Thy jess'mine braid, and beauteous face. 

Thy figure tall and step of grace. 

But hush ! he's there, and I must cease. 

Sweet girl, thy end may yet be peace ! 

If thou should'st meet that holy man, 

Who ttUs us of salvation's plan, 

Whose gospel truths are beams of light, 

Keflected from the God of heaven. 
To call the soul from error's night. 
And to the cross of Christ invite 

The heart by penitence deep riven. 
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The eye of Faith perceives his power, 
When Justice stem would darkly lower, 

And makes him feel his sins forgiven. 
From childhood's early dawn our hearts 

"Were one in purest, fondest love ; 
But earthly grief too often parts 

United souls, and God above 
In wisdom makes ev'n death the mean 
To wean our hearts from cares terrene. 
Adieu, fond friend, my eyes grow dim, 
And on my sight now darkly skim 
Fantastic, fearful shapes ! — They change ! 
That vision — Oh how wondrous strange ! 
A form of light is seen afar — 
He comes more near — ^I see each scar ; 
They draw me with a secret power — 
They break my heart — ^'tis mercy's hour ! 
The skies grow brighter by his light ; 
'Tis Jesus beckons — ^glads my sight — 
His voice, 'tis musical and sweet. 
Lo ! justice, love, and mercy meet 
Beside his glorious cross. They come ! 
Christ's goodness strikes my spirit dumb. 
How shall I meet him in my guilt. 
Yet unbaptized ? His blood was Jimlt t 
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For me, a penitent in tears. 
See, as my High Priest he appears ! 
Saviour, I come ! Thy blood hath power ; 
My dying, is thy saving hour 1" 

XIV. 

In dose embrace fair IMohmi twin'd 

Her arms around her dying Mend. 
In such a place, how strange to find 

Such faith, and such a peaceful end ! 
She knew not that poor Niwk% breath 
Was quenched in the cold dews of death — 
That when she hid her weeping face, 
In sad and passionate embrace, 
In her fond bosom, life had fled. 
And she was numbered with the dead« 
" Why silent, sister ? Nini^ speak !" 
In vain the anxious IMehmi calls. 
" How cold her lips !" With a loud shriek. 
Senseless upoi^ the corpse she falls* 
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** And IB it come to this at last ? 
And is thy lot, fair maiden, cast — 
That thou must foul pollution bear, 
And sink, and die in deep despair } 
May Heaven avert the dreadful day, 
And Heaven is stronger still than they. 

Manus the DauiD. 

** A moral balance rules the tide of things." 

MONTOOKEBY. 



There is a. Power whose eye is light, 
"Whose hand is providential might, 
Whose will begot the universe, 
Whose word its order shall disperse : 
All things are for himself alone. 
His glory is the boundless zone 
Of wide eternity. He is, 

And was, and shall be, ever. 
In him creatibn's unities 

Combine; and by him they shall sever. 
His attributes the mind appalls ; 
The First and Last, Omniscient Lord of all ! 
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n. 

Yet who regards eternal Truth ? 

The impulses of reckless youth, 

The passions warm of manhood's prime. 

And age's sighs o'er yanished time — 

All these but show that lust is strong — 

That man would sin's sweet course prolong. 

They heed not conscience, but the lures 

Of pleasure, while she yet insures 

Enjoyment of the tempting hour, 

And makes a sunshine, where should low'r 

The brow of chastity, dark, stem : 

But human turpitude doth bum 

Like flames volcanic when the breast 

Is stirr'd by feelings of unrest — 

When sensual fires the mind control, 

And sin's dark lava floods the soul. 

Alas ! is reason, then, o'erthrown. 

And wisdom from this dark earth flown? 

Shall the dread monitor within 

ISTot sway the heart because of sin ? 

Proud man ! how lost, how weak, how vile ! 

Virtue must weep, tho' folly smile. 
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Yet know, Omniscience marks each deed, 

And justice holds her scales on high ; 
And innocence, in urgent need, 

Shall find Heaven hearkens to her cry. 
Ye men of pleasure, who despise 

The keen rehukes of conscience, know, 
When God in vengeance shall arise, 

Dark is your fate, and deep your woe. 
The sensual, and the ruthless, share 
Alike the pangs of fell despair. 

IV. 

When Cdnutftf for his heart was vile, 

Perceiv'd that Lutchmi swoon'd thro* grief, 
He gaz'd with a malignant smile. 

That none stood by to lend relief. 
Chaste love is generous, tender, kind ; 
But lawless passion, fierce and blind, 
It has no trait of manly greatness, 
No sentiment, whose calm sedateness 
Rules virtuous minds, which pleasures bring. 
From peaceful wedlock's hallowed spring ; 
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Whose joys perennial never cloy, 
"WLich age, or time, will not destroy. 
He deem'd the favour' d hoar had come. 
Perforce to hear her to his home, 
Hence, disregardfiil of the scene, 

He seiz'd her from death's cold emhrace, 
And hy a path where few have been, 

He hastened from that doleful place. 
Unconscious, in his sturdy arms, 

The helpless maid is borne away ; 
With thrilling heart he views her charms. 

And closer folds his beauteous prey. 
With step impatient, quick he goes 
Where none his purpose shall disclose. 



Is there no gracious power above, 

Who innocence shall shield from harm, 
Curb the wild rage of wanton love. 

And keep her breast from dire alarm ? 
Her wandering senses back return' d. 
And her pure soul indignant bum'd. 
*^ Quit me, base man ! " she said. Her eye 
Spoke her behest; he must comply. 
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Yet, from his power was she now free? 
" Come follow, maid ! no more from me 
Shalt thou escape. Thy curse is nought — 
Mine is a happier, sweeter lot ! 
For present bHss is what I crave ; 
And I shall have it. Who shall save 
Thy person fitwn my power ? My will, 
Sweet Lutchmiy is thy captive still ; 

Thy spell is on my life, 'tis bliss ; 

break it not — I ask but this. 
Give me thyself. Wilt thou not speak ?" 
He said, and on her pallid cheek 

Imprinted a lewd burning kiss. 



" No, never ! Lutchmi ne'er must be 
Thy partner in iniquity ; 
Her honour ne'er thsU bear that stain, 
Nor shalt thou e'er insult again 
The woman who detests thy love. 
Her heart is placed on things above ; 
Whate'er may prove her future fate, 
Thjf passion will provoke her hate. 
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Go back and join thy godly Mends, 
Thy zeal, perchance, will make amenda 
For conduct which ao ill befits 
A devotee who has his wits." 
Thy foUy calls forth just disdain ; 
Go back, and join thy dancing train. 
Thy daring purpose here must fail. 
For wickedness shall not prevail ; 
The dread Avenger lifts his arm. 
When Vice would Innocence alarm. 
And thou shalt feel it, if thou durst — 
"With violence of lust accurst — 
Presume to violate this frame, 
And turn my honour into shame." 

vn. 

'' Come, maiden, I have had enough 
From Niniy of that maudlin stuff 
Some preacher teaches ; would' st thou, too. 
My madness, like her, coldly view ? 
Like her, resist determined power, 

"With woman's curse, and weaker threats ? 
Sweet virgin, know 'tis the glad hour 

That smiles on Beauty. Yirtue frets 
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When passion would bis incense bum. 

Beloved Lutchmi, look not stem ; 

To men like me such looks ne'er tame 

Love's ardour, ne'er will quench its flame. 

Be wise, and yield thyself to me, 

Else thou shalt ever hated be ; 

Worn, and cast off like wreathes of pleasure, 

For fresher flowers we cull at leisure. 

virr. 

He sought a gi'otto, overhimg 

By a broad crag, which jutting made 
A private shelter. O'er it, flung 

Umbrageous trees a cooling shade, 
To moderate the heat around ; 
But darkness they made more profound. 
When night her terrors painted there. 
And filled with shapes the moving air. 

IX. 

The sun's last radiance lingering shone 

Upon the peaks of hills afar. 
And in her beauty all alone, 

Arose the chaste, mild evening star. 

h2 
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Zutehmi but saw its light above, 
And sigh'd, as if she sigh'd for love. 
The spell of Eve's soft hour she felt. 
Her pensive heart began to melt. 
And in a tide too strong to last 
Wept o'er the memories of the past. 



** And well you might weep, maiden, now ; 

But let not tear-drops soil thy cheek, 
No doud should dim that beauteous brow. 

The token that thy heart is weak. 
Once more I urge thee, wilt thou be 
The source of happiness to me ? 
Wilt thou accord thy beauty's prize 

To him who holds thee thus in thrall ? 
Besistance will be vain; be wise. 

Consent to be my all in all." 

XI. 

" No, never shall thy words infect 
My bosom with a wish so dread; 

God will my innocence protect, 

And hurl his wrath upon thy head. 
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Slow retribution has its time ; 
'Tis near at hand, for lo, sublime 
I see the car of justice roll. 
Are there no terrors in thy soul ? 
Death and its horrors yonder loom. 
And angry heaven doth seal thy doom." 

XII. 

** This prating who can bear to hear ?" 
He said, and into the darkling cave 

He fiercely dragged her. 

" Nought but fear 
"Will make thee mine. Say, who shaU save 

Thy stubbornness from my embrace ? 

I gaze with rapture on thy face ; 

From me deem not thou e'er shalt sever, 

Mine thou art now, and mine for ever." 

Xlll. 

But, while he sought to seize her arm, 
Sudden he fell back in alarm ; 
A hiss is heard within the cave. 
Who shall the wretch's life now save ? 
Just providence hath clos'd the strife — 
A hooded snake hath quenched his life. 
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Canto % li^ixi\, 

** Calm on tbe bosom of thy God, 
Fair spirit, rest thee now ; 
E'en wliile with us thy footsteps trod, 
His seal was on tliy brow." 

Mrs. Hemans. 



Tho trial of her virtue prov'd, 
That Yogi's vow cannot, unmov'd, 
Brook the dread forms of fear and shame ; 
This trial shook sad Lutchmi^s frame. 
Her anxious mind could ill sustain 
Such shock. Alas, it touched her hrain; 
Nor shall life's taper lingering bum — 
Soon dust shall to its dust return. 

II. 

The dreadful cave the virgin left, 
And fled, she knew not where, at first ; 

Of the last link on earth bereft. 
By iVrnt'* death, to dare the worst 
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She was prepax'd. She sought a place 
Where virtue might, unknown, recede 
From wicked men's dark deeds accurst ; 

Where memory again shall trace 

The path she trod, where hearts oft bleed 

That fly fix>m wanton, savage lust. 

Till beauty's form returns to dust. 

m. 

A fallen Chuttrum^* in a wood, 

Is lighted by the moon's pale beam ; 
This spot best suits the virgin's mood. 

** Life is a sad and chequer'd dream ,* 
My sister Ifinfs end was peace. 

Death, thou art kind to broken hearts. 
This strong, accelerated pulse should cease 

Its troubled beating, Man departs. 
And where is he ? Fair Ntni^s gone ! 
And here I wander all alone. 
I, too, would go, and be at rest ; 
But she is gone to join the blest. 
Who are they ? Whence the peaceful joys. 
Whose heavenly sweetness never cloys ? 
They shed no tears, they heave no sighs. 
Glad inmates of yon starry skies. 
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I, too, would go ; yon glowing star 
Beckons my spirit from afar ; 
'Mid darkening mists it holds its way. 
And brighter seems its struggling ray 
As it now breaks thro' its gloomy shroud, 
And gilds the edge of a thunder doud. 
'Tis thus when life's tormoils are o'er, 
We land upon its happy shore, 
And from its height look down again 
On this dark world of guilt and pain. 
glorious regions of the blest, 
How sweet is everlasting rest ! 
But who will guide my longing feet 
"Where the pale moon and bright stars meet ; 
And lead me thro' ethereal plains, 
To where the God of mercy reigns ? 



IV. 

" I once had deem'd my life would be 
Absorbed in viewless deity, 
Like a bright drop of falling rain 
Lost in the all-absorbing main. 
Hence I retir'd from human haunts, 
e vice pure chastity ne'er daunts, 
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In sylvan, calm Becurity, 
To breathe in vestal purity. 
I called my passions b£ick from earth. 
And, dead to all, I claim'd the birth 
That Yogis boast, which feeling sears, 
And dries the fount of human tears. 
I fed on fruit that wildly grew, 
And drank the morning's crystal dew, 
And, where no footsteps rudely stray, 
I chose my solitary way. 
Making dank caves my resting-place. 
That there my sojourn none may trace. 
Unclad, I roam'd the mountains wild, 
Unblushing, like a simple child ; 
And, lost to every thought but one. 

Absorption into Brahma's soul — 
I wept the deeds I once had done. 

And burst the bands of love's control. 
I once did love ; 'tis past ; his grave 
Has seen these eyes its green turf lave. 
But even love must find no niche 

"Within my heart for memory's lamp. 
All spells that sensual minds bewitch. 

My soul broke tiirough ; each earthly stamp 
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That bore the image of the past 
From my devoted breast I cast. 
And thus concentring thought and life 

"Within a magic circle small, 
The Yogi's vow quench'd passion's strife. 

And kept all feelings under thrall. 



V. 



"Alas ! and this was all delusion ? 
My reason owns to some con^sion, 
When NinVe words are weigh' d and felt. 
Beside her when I silent knelt, 
She told me of a Saviour's love 

To sinners like herself and me. 
This pleasing truth I fain would prove — 

Who is my Saviour ? where is he ? 
From girlhood's years my heart has been 
Devote to God ; through every scene, 
Beligion, like a lainp, was fed 

By a devotion warm and true ; 
I found its halo o'er my head, 

When troubled times their shadows threw, 
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And hope o*er sorrow's clouiy night 
Flung its cold, watery, glimmering light. 
What have I done in the dark path 
I've trod to merit heaven's dread wrath ? 
My God I praise whUe here below 
For mercies he doth aye bestow ; 
But, of his nature and his grace. 
In all around I feebly trace 
The lineaments. I know but this — 
God is the source of life and bliss. 
My ken is small ; but worlds we view 
Mirror'd in drops of limpid dew. 
When I the skies and earth survey, 
I feel as if high wisdom's ray 
Enlarged my vision with its light 
To worship the Great Infinite ; 
His image in my soul I view, 
As in a globe of sparkling dew. 
The Christian minister I saw 

In Siva's fallen fane, said then 
That man transgress'd God's holy law. 

That Jesus came to save all men 
Whose faith shall own his saving grace. 
Wrought out for our apostate race. 
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He said that idols were no gods ; 

And this I now believe is tme. 
But those the Hindoo priest applauds. 

As gods and goddesses not few, 
Are these but beings fancy rears, 
The cause of superstitious fears ? 
If these are false gods, I have led 

A useless life — mj vow was vain ; 
My days of anxious hope have sped, 

I cannot live them o'er again. 
That precious time is lost to me, 
Lost in inane idolatry. 

VI. 

This sin must taint my soul ; it needs 
God's pardon ; I have done amiss ; 

Tea, now I see a thousand deeds 

Of evil take their source from this. 

Great Gh>d! and if it be, too, true' 
That no polluted soul shall find 
Admittance into heaven above, 

"With bitterness my sins I rue. 

And beg thy grace to heal my mind, 
And bless me with a Saviour's love. , 
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His heart's pure fount hath hope for me ; 

His blood sheds peace and purity ; 

His spirit shall my spirit join ; 

And in communion so diyine — 

All I have sought for years, is mine !" 



Such were her feelings by the way. 

The dull moon shed a dubious light 
On the vague scenery that lay 

Upon her path. Still was the night. 
Her thoughts she uttered loud and dear. 
As if some listening Mend were near. 
Such thoughts were soothing to a heart 
Like hers. But why that sudden start ? 
Her head grows giddy ; fears prevail, 
Dread images her mind assail. 
She shudders ; death is on her view ; 
'Twas but imagination threw 
A flitting phantom o'er her mind. 
Again she starts ; a voice behind 
Warns her that, ere the noon of day, 
Her troubled soul shall pass *way^ i 
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She pauses — Glistens to the hreeze — 
'Twas but a rustling 'mong the trees. 
Again the dusky fonn of death 
Flits o'er the moonlit path. Her breath 
Laboured and quick she draws with pain. 
The warning voice she hears again ; 
And, hastening to the Ohuttrum's shade, 
She lays her down, poor, forlorn maid, 
A helpless victim of brain fever, 
Of wildest fancies the dread weaver. 
She sees with terror Cdmcm near ; 
And then o*er Nin^s sad career 
She weeps and wails, and then she fancies 
The silver moon before her dances ; 
And, with a look of thought profound, 
Wonders the stars should all run round ! 
Alas, that such a lovely form 
Should bow beneath the fatal storm 
Of fever's dread inquietude, 
And, in delirium's false mood, 
Become the sport of phantoms strange ! 

Beauty and wisdom it appalls — 
They feel the grim sinister change. 

When fell disease the grave forestalls. 

She lies within the Chuttrum's walls. 
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Where no kind Mend to aid is nigh, 
To sympathize, or cloee her eye. 

VIII. 

How lovely breaks the rosy morn ! 
Warm tinted clouds the hills adorn, 
And warbling birds from spray to spray. 
Hail the bright majesty of day. 
A horseman rides across the plain. 
And turns this way, now not in vain. 
Upon his pious journey bent. 
In preaching Christ he's still intent. 
The Chuttrum takes the traveller's mind^ 

He loves to ken archaic lore ; 
From sculp tur'd stones he here may find. 

Items to aid his treasured store. 
The past and present have a link. 
And fallen greatness makes us think. 
In every ancient wreck, we see 
A record of mortality ; 
And o'er the solitary ground, 
Where desolation heaves around, 
We deem, among the ruins there. 
Genius still lingers in despair. 

I 2 
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IX. 

Lutchmi was lying on a stone, 

Which, with night dews was damp and chill. 
But her low, frequent, painfal moan, 

Show'd that her fever raged on still. 
The wild, delirious fit had left her ; 
But of her strength it had hereft her. 
With folded hands, and uprais'd eye, 
She seem*d a? if prepar'd to die. 
He came, that holy man of Ood, 
And sat beside her on the sod. 
Her pallid cheeks and sunken eyes. 
Her quickened breath, her heaving sighs, 
Her restlessness, her burning brow ! 
These sad and fatal symptoms show 
That nought her ebbing life shall save ; 
That the dread angel of the grave 
Stands by her side, and soon will shed 
Death's opiate on her throbbing head. 



** Alas, fair maiden, such is life ! 
A vapour which expires in strife. 
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A transient ray of living light, 

Which hums to fade in sorrows night ; 

A pleasing form we love and trust, 

*Ti8 beauty crumbling into dust. 

Of what avail is Yogi's vow ? 

Say can it soothe thy spirit now ? 

When pain and sickness spread their gloom, 

And chilling terrors haunt the tomb, 

Con superstition gild the past. 

And o'er the darkened vista cast 

One beam from pure religion's shrine, 

Of truth eternal and divine ? 

The world around is bright and fair, 

And joy and peace may linger where 

Temptations lurk and trials press — 

For earth was made for happiness. 

To fly from scenes chaste virtue fears, 

And shun the spot where folly rears 

His godless progeny, were wise ; 

But show me where, beneath the skies, 

The heart may beat without a care, 

Kor passion prove a pleasing snare ? 

If man was made for his own kind. 

And truth reflects from mind to mind-^ 
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If the soft passions track their course 
From sympathy, and gather force 
Erom mutual love and social feeling — 
The Yogi's vow to these appealing, 
Must fail to press its claims so rigid : 
It proves itself a system frigid — 
Unfitted e'ea for solitude. 
For, in the desert, say what good 
Can he devise for others weal ? 
And how for him shall others feel ? 
The Yogi's vow afiOronts high Heaven, 
And spurns the blessings God hath given ; 
It hates its species without cause, 
And lives opposed to wisdom's laws ; 
Tlie trials of the world it fears, 
But to its self-love proudly rears 
An altar in some solitude, 
Where, sullenly averse to good, 
It spends its weary life in vain — 
In hunger, nakedness, and pain. 
In all this, is there grief for sin ? 
And does the Yogi look within, 
To search the nature of his mind, 
Which to himself, and God, is blind ? 
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Why on our minds would he impress 
The notion of his -righteousness) 
When oft he heayes the secret sigh, 
And feels his system is a lie ? 
Young maiden, thine has been such life ! 

Thy tears are proof that peace forsakes 
The desert, when sad memory 's rife 

With many a stirring thought that wakes 
The heart's deep sympathies. weep ! 

Weep o'er the past — ^its links who'll sever ? 
Weep o'er the past — nor grieve for ever! 
For Jesus' grace will memory's chain 

Drown in the depths of his own love ; 
His blood will cleanse each sinful stain, 

And join thee with his saints above. 
happy state for those who die ! 
Jesus to save thee now is nigh, 
And will thy soul for ever keep." 



" Kind friend, have we not met before? 

The truths then spoken, now are felt. 
Oh ! that I knew of Jesus more. 

That with dear Nini, I had knelt, 
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And both had bathed in saying blood, 
That fount of mercy ope'd for sin. 
IVe wander'd far by mount and flood, 
And many a sacred fane within 
• Have sought the healing virtue given 
To broken hearts by sorrow riven. 
But, all in vain my search hath been : 
Sore disappointed, hence I wean 
My spirit from the creeds, whose power 
Was once to me the strength and tower 
Of patient hope religion lends ; 
But here the strong delusion ends. 
The Yogi's zeal, the Yogi's vow. 
Have ceas'd to influence me now ; 
And every merit reckoned mine 
I have resign'd, aud disenshrine 
From my poor heart the gods I fear'd, 
To whom faith's altars once I rear'd. 
Their lights fade when we near the grave ; 
They cannot kill, they cannot save ! 
Fain would I be baptized, that I 
An humble Christian here may die. 
Fain would I go, where Nini*8 gone — 
I may not see to-morrow's dawn — 
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Thrice happy thought we'll meet again, 
Beyond the reach of grief and pain : 
There we shall meet, and part we'll never ; 
The weary there shall rest for ever. 
While time the rite will yet allow — 
Sir, seal in me the Christian's vow !*' 

XII. 

Much did he say, that holy man, 

Of Gk)d'8 great love, and mercy's plan. 

His words of truth, like Moses' rod. 

Broke her young spirit into tears. 
She meekly knelt upon the sod. 

And pour'd her heart to Him, who hears 
The earnest penitent's loud cries, 
And treasures up her prayerful sighs. 

XIII. 

It was a mom, serene, suhlime. 
And nature mark'd the holy time ; 
The sky was clear, the wood was still. 
Save the soft murmurs of its rill. 
From whence the sign of new-horn power 
Was brought to sanctify the hour. 
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XIV. 



With humble faith, and anxious breast, 
That seem'd impatient for its rest. 
She meekly bow'd her youthful head, 
AVhen the baptismal stream was shed. 
With holy words of life divine. 
Upon her brow he drew the sign 
That hallows earth, and makes yon heaven 
The home of all, like her, forgiven. 



xr. 

A new-born Christian she is now. 
But death's cold dews are on her brow, 
And beckoning angels seem to say, 
** Sister, fair spirit, come away !" 
She laid her down to rest awhile — 
Her features settle in a smile. 
Serenely beauti^l, she seems 
Entranced by soothing, heavenly dreams. 
Deep is that sleep — ^her spirit's fled — 
Zutchmt lies numbered with the dead. 
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XVI. 



Thy trials thus are closed, and thou, 

Fair spirit, weep'st no more ! 
Christ's glory binds thy virgin brow, 

On that far, happy shore ; 
Where heaven reflects the Saviour's face, 
So full of mercy, truth, and grace — 
Where his devoted followers sing 
The praises of their lowly King, 
With angel bands, so bright and fair. 
Thou art among the myriads there. 
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Canto t^e Jtrst. 

^ And worn, like herjessamiuej only to fade.— Vsige 1. 
Tbe jessamine is the distinguishing flower of India, 
as the rose is that of England. 

> Zoeee itself *monff Vyga'a daughters.^Vage 3. 

The Vyga is a riyer in Madura, which has its chief 
sources on the high range of hills which take the 
general name of Pulney. 

3 A Cita grove extends its shade. — Page 4. 

This is a shady tree growing at the foot of moun- 
tains. When in hi ossein, it is covered with small 
white flowers, which shed a peculiarly strong but 
grateful odour. These trees grow up into mountain 
forests, and are called umbrellas, from their spreading 
horizontally upward, and casting shade, which keeps 
out the rays of the sun effectually. 

* A leopard^ s shin is spread fcr seat — Page 4. 

Sunyasis are always provided with the skin of a 
leoj^ard, or tiger, or antelope, on which they sit to 
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aToid pollution from contact with the impurities of the 
ground. It is also a mark of their rigid devotedness 
to the life of an anchorite. 



» That the great Lutehmi here they mu;.— Page 19. 
The wife of Yishno, and the first of goddesses. 

* They deem* d portended We to come, 

And priestly prayera but made her dumb. — ^Page 19. 

The Hindus worship Yogis in their belief in di- 
Tine incarnations ; and, as their appearance is rare, the 
veneration paid to them is often accompanied by an- 
thropomorphistic divination. 

' What 8<mnd is that which wakes my fear t 
The great owl hootSf the cricket shrilly criesj 
The toad croaks hoarse, and suppUeatee the skies, 

—Page 21. 
The Hindus have a great horror of owls, and 
they believe that the croaking of toads is a sure sign 
of rain. 



9 And kisid with au>e the ground they trod, — ^Page 25. 

When a Hindu comps into the presence of an idol, 
he prostrates his whole body^ and places his mouth in 
the dust, and most reverently touches the ground with 
his forehead. 
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* A horseman trails on hU way 

To seek eool shelter from the day.—Vv^ 26. 

Missionaries who itinerate in India are frequently 
obliged to seek shelter from the ezcessire heat of the 
weather, in the months of March, April, July, and 
August, under trees, or in mundabume^ or (porticoes 
connected with heathen temples. 

*<^ lAke a stem hero trained for war^ 
He eomes in his last avatar. — ^Page 41. 

In a compartment in the temple of Bama, Vishnu 
IS represented richly apparelled, with a drawn sword 
in his hand, kneeling in front of a winged horse, 
whose forefoot is raised from the ground, prepared to 
commence the destruction of the universe. — Coleman* s 
Hindu Mythology, 



Canto i\t Jmirljf. 

" His name is Putney, — Page 44. 

The Puranic legend is this :-^iva once called his 
two sons, Cunda and Vignaspray to him, and offered a 
fruit, which he held in his hand, to the son who shall first 
go round the world. Cunday whose vehicle is a pea- 
cock, instantly mounted, and flew round the world ; 
but Vignaspra -(well known as the belly god), whose 
vehicle is a rat, ran round his father, exclaiming, 
" Thou art the world I'* Of course the fruit was 
given to him as the wiser of the two. Cunda re- 
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turning «fter some time had elapsed, found that he 
had hecn outwitted hj his brother ; he was offended, 
and earnestly begged his father to save him from his 
mortification. Siva then very graciously said to him, 
** As I am the world, so thou art the fruit" Hence 
his name, PtOneg, is derived from two Tamul words, 
signifying yhf«V and thou, 

^^ To carry up the steep ascent 
Their cavadies. — ^Page 46. 

Gavadies are two weights slung at both ends of a 
pole, which is balanced on the shoulder. It originated 
from JSdumhan carrying two rocks in this way, which 
event is commemorated by the Pulney festival, the 
devotees sling two vessels at the ends of a pole, which 
are fantastically ornamented, chiefly with a peacock's 
tail. They contain milk, boiled fish, &c., which are 
presented to the god. It is said that milk bubbles up, 
and boiled fish become alive again, when the vessels 
are opened in the aancimn sanctorum. 



Canto l^e ^ifife* 

^^ A devotee who has his wits.—Vag^ 76. 

It is a remarkable trait in a Hindu devotee, that 
he pretends to be possessed by the god to whom he 
has devoted himself. LutehmVs sarcasm shows that 
her thoughts had already taken a change with respect 
to the ancient religion of her country. 
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(Canto i\it Sbd^. 

i« The fallen Chutirum in a wood 
Is lighted by the moon*s pale ^am.— Page 81. 

A Chuttxum is a rest-house, open on one side, 
witliout a door, for native trayellers. A temple to 
some god is generally attached to it, and is frequently 
occupied by Sunyasis. 
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feeling that gild almost every T^vige."—£vanffelical Maga- 
zine, 
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